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SCENE, a city on the Coaſt of In. v14. Bu 


TWELFTH NIGHT. 


1er 
SCENE, the Palace. 
Duke, Curio, and Lords, diſcovered, 


[Soft Mufic plays.] 
F muſic be the food of love, play on; 
Give me exceſs of it ; that, ſurfeiting, 
The appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. | Muſic again. 
That ftrain again; it had a dying fall: 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the ſweet ſouth, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, | 
Stealing and giving odour. [ Mufic ggain.] Huſh! 
no more; N * 

'Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was before. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord? 

Duke. What, Curio? | 

Cur, The hart, 

Duke. Why, ſo I do, the nobleſt that I have: 
O! when mine eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a hart, 
And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
F'er * purſue me. How now, what news from 

er? 


Duke, 


Enter Valentine, 


Val. So pleaſe, my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do-return this anſwer : 
The element itſelf, till ſeven years hence, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view; 

But, like a cloyftreſs, ſhe will veiled walk, 

And water once a day her chambers round, 

With eye-offending brine : all this to ſeaſon 

A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
And laſting in her ſad remembrance till. 

Duke. Ol ſhe that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, | 
How will ſhe love, when the rich, golden ſhaft, 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe 
That live in her! 

Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers, 
Love · thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


S C EN E, the Street, 
Enter Viola, and a Captain. 


Vio. What country, Sir, is this? 
Cap. Illyria, lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in Illyrla ? 


My brother is in Elyfium, 


N 


| 


Perchance, he is not drown'd. ; 

Cap. It is perchance, that you yourſelf were ſay'd. 

io. ms my poor brother! ſo, perchance, may 
be 


e be. 

Cap. True, Madam: and, to comfort you with 
Aſſure yourſeli, after our ſhip did ſplit, [chance, 
When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 
Hung on our driving Cn, I ſaw your brother, 
Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf 


To a ſtrong maſt that liv'd upon the ſea; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I ſaw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
So long as I could ſee. | 
Vio. Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 
The like of him. And knoweſt thou this country? 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 
Vis. Who governs here ? ; 
Cap. A noble duke; in nature, 
As in his name. 
Vio. What is his name? 
Cap. Orſino. , 
Vio. Orſino! I have heard my father name him: 
He was a batchelor, then. | 
Cap. And ſo is now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a month ago T went from hence, 
And then 'twas freſh in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) 
That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's the ? . 
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That dy'd ſome twelve months fince, then leaving 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, [her 
Who ſhortly alſo dy'd : for whoſe dear love, 
They ſay, ſhe hath abjur'd the company 
And ſight of men. | | 
Vio. O that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And't might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Tilt I had made my own occaſion mellow, 
What my eſtate is! 5 a 
Cap. That were hard to compaſs: 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit; 
No, not the Duke's. | 
Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain; 
And tho” that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution; yet of thee 
I will believe thou haſt a mind that ſuits 


With Arn; thy fair and outward character. 
2 . 


(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
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I pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteo Sir To. You miſtake, knight: accoſt is | 
Chuceal me what I am, and be my 445 ſper, board her, woo her, affail her. . qt 
For ſuch — — as haply ſhall become | Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake jt was 
The form of my intent. I'll ſerve this duke; her, in this company. Is that the meaning of accog? - Sir 
Thou {halt preſent me as an eunuch to him; Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. | evil. 
It may be worth thy pains; for I can ſing, - | Sir To. If thou let her part ſo, Sir Andrew, would ſome 
And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of muſic, thou might'ſt never draw ſword again. | Sir 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. Sir And. If you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would! might under 
What elſe may hap, to time 1 will commit, never draw ſword again. Fair lady, do you think Sir 
Only ſhape thou thy filence to my wit. you have fools in hand? Sir 
ap, Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be:! Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. ſee il 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee !|- Sir And. Marry, but you ſhall have, and here's 
Vie, I thank thee; lead me on. [Exeunt. my hand. | 
SCEN E, Olivia's Houſe. Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free : I pray you, bring 
your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink. 
Enter Sir Toby and Maria. Sir And. Wherefore, ſweetheart? what's your 
Sir To. What a plague means my niece to take the metaphor? p . 
death of her brother thus! I am ſure care's an enemy | ar. It's dry, Sir, 
to life. \ Sir And. Why, I think ſo: I am not ſuch an aſs, 
Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in but | can keep my hand dry, But what's your jeſt? 
earlier a-nights; your njece, my lady, takes great Mar. A ory Jeſt, Sir. 
exceptions to your ill hours. N Sir And. Are you full of them?. 
Si To. Why, let her except, as before excepted. Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my fingers ends: 
ar. Ay, but you muſt confine yourſelf, within Marry, now I iet go your hand, I am barren. 
the modeſt limits of order. OR | 5 i [Exit Maria, 
Sir To. Confige? I'll confine myſelf no finer than | Sir 7e. O, knight, thou lack'ft a cup of canary: 
I am; theſe clothes are good enough to drink in, when dia 1 ſee thee fo put down? | 
and ſo be theſe boote, too; if they be not, let them , S Aud. Never in your life, I think, unleſs you 
hang themſelves in their en ſtraps. | ſee canary put me down : methinks ſometimes I have 


Mar, That quaffing and drinking will undo yon; 22 more wit than a chriſtian, or an ordinary man 
1 heard my lady talk of it yeſterday; and of a foolih bas; but I am a great eater of beef, and I believe 
knight that you brought in one night here, to be that does harm to my wit. 


her wooer. _ ' Sir To, No queſtion, 
Sir Te, Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? Sir And. If | thought that, I'd forſwear it. II 
Mar. Ay, he. | ride home, to-morrow, Sir Toby. 
Sir To. He's as tall a man as any in 1!!y:ia. , Sir To, Pourquoy, my dear knight? 
Mar. What's that to ch purpoſe ? kg Sir And. What is pourguoy? do, or not do? | 


Sir Ta. Why, be has three thouſand ducats a wear. would 1 had beſtowed that time in the tongues, that 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year, in all thdie J have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. 0 
ducats: he's a very fool, and a prodigal. bad I but followed the arts! 

Sir To. Fie! that you'll fay ſo! he plays o'th' vic} Sir To. Then hadft thou an excellent head of hair! 
eldegambo, and ſpeaks three or four languages, word vir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 
for word, without book, and hath all the good gifts Sir 79. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſeeft it will nut 
of nature. e | curl by nature. 

Mar. He bath, indeed —almoſt natural; for be- Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't 
fides that he's a fool, he's a great quarreler; and —_ : a 8 
but that he bath the gift of a coward, to allay the Sir To. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a diſtait; * 
quit be hath i 1 *tis thought among the and I hope to ſee a houſewite take thee between her 0 
prudent, he would quickly have the gift of a grave, lebe, and ſpin it off. 

Sir Te. By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſub-| vir And. Faith I'll home, to-morrow, Sir Toby; 


4 ſtractors, that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? Pour niece will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four 
Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly, to one ſhe'll gone of me: the duke himſelf, here, 
in. your company. Sultans Ton'f et? hard by, waoes her. ; 4 
Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece: I'll Sir To. ' She'll none o'th* duke, ſhe'll not match or 
dt ink to her as long as there is a paſſage in my throat, above her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nar wit : _ 
and drink in Illyrjia, He's a coward and a keſtrel, I have heard her ſwear,—Tut, there's life in t, man, for 
that will not drink to my niece, till his brains turn Sir And. Vil tay a month longer. — am a fellviy ( 
o'th* toe, like a parihh-top. What, wench? Caftj,, 0h" ſtrangeſt mind i'th* world: I delight in maſks thi 
liano wolts ! for here comes Sir Andrew Aguz-cheek, | and revels, ſometimes, altogether. 2 
s C EN E . ah —— | Sir To. Art thou good at theſe kick ſhaws, knight? | 
+ Enter Sir Andrew. | Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatſoever he be, 
Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby under the degree of my betters; and yet 1 will not th; 
Belch! | | | compare with an old man. | | 
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew! Sir T4. What is thy excellence inagalliard, knight? 
Sir And. Bleis you, foir threw, -' Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. . - ſa) 
ar. And you too, Sir. Sir Te. And I can cut the mutton to't. 
| Sir To. Arcoſt, Sir Andrew, accoft. Sir And, And I think I have the back - trick ſim- it; 
| Sir Gd. What's that? | * {ply, as ſtrong as any man in Illyria. | 
Sir To. My niece's chamber- mad. |, Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? where- ſet 
| Sir And. Good miſtreſs Accoſt, I deſire better at- fore have theſe gifts a curtain before em? are they in 
| quaintance, = | like to take duſt, like Mrs, Mall's picture? why doſt 
Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. Fs thou not go to church in a galliard, and come home n 


ö vir And, Good Miſtreſs Mary Accoſt. lin a caranto? my very walk ſhould be a jig. What 


zoſt thou mean ? is this a world to hide virtues im? 
14id think, Ly the excellent conſtitution of thy leg, 
it was foim'd under the ſtar of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, "tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent 
well, in a flame-colour'd tocking. Shall we ſet abou: 
ſome revels? FEI ö 

Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe? were we not born 
under Taurus? int ug C VE 

Sir Ang. Taurus? That's ſides and heart. 

Sir To, No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me 
ſee thee caper. Ha! higher: hal ha! excellent! 

$+ + | [Exeunt. 


SCEN E, the Palace. / 
Ester Puke, Viola in Man's Altire, and Lords. 


Duke. Ceſario, 
Thou know'ſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul. 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gait unto her; 
Be not deny'd acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 

And tell them there thy fixed foot ſhall grow, 
Till thou have audience, 
Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow, 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my lord, what then? 

Duke. O then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe. of my dear faith; 

It ſhall become thee well to at my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aſpect, 
Fio. I think not ſo, my lord. 
Duke, Dear lad, believe it: 
For they ſhall yet belye thy happy years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
Is not more fmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the n.aiden's organ, ſhrill and found. 
I know thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this af air, Some four or five attend him; 
All, if you will: for I myſelf am beſt | 
When I-aft in company.—Profper well in this, | 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
Vio. I' do my beſt, 


To weo your lady—yet, O baneful ſtrife! | 


Whoe'er I woo, myſelf would be his wife ¶ Exeunr. 
SCENE, Olivia's Houſe. 
Enter Maria and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, 
or I will not open my lips ſo wide, as a briſtle may 
enter, in way cf thy excuſe; my lady will hang thee, 
for thy abſence. 

Clo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in 
this world, needs fear no colours, 


[ Exit Duke. | 


„ 
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Cle. Not fo, neither, but I am reſolved on two 
points. 


Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, 


if both break, your gaſkins fall. | 


Cle. Apt, in good faith, very apt: well, go thy 
way: if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert 
as witty a piece of Eve's fleſh, as any in Illyria. 

Mar, Peace, you rogue, no more o' that—here 


ſt. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE. Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

Clo, Wit, an't be thy will, put me into good fool- 
ing; thoſe wits that think they have thee, do very 
oft prove fools; and I, that am ſure I lack thee, 
may paſs for a wife man, For what ſays Quinapa- 
lus? better a witty fool, than a fooliſh wit, God 
bleſs thee, lady! 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

C/o. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away the 
iady. 

Oli. Go to, y'are a dry fool; I'll no more of you; 
befides. you grow diſheneſt. 

Clo. Iwo faults, Madona, that drink and good 

counſe: will amend; for give the dry fool drink, 
then is the fool not dry, Bid the diſhoneſt man 
mend himſelf; if he mend, he is no longer diſho- 
neſt ; if he cannot, let the botcher mend him. Any 
thing that's mended, is but patch'd; virtue that 
tranſgreſſes, is but patch'd with ſin; and fin that 
amends, is but patch'd with virtue. The lady bade, 
take away the fool; therefore, I ſay again, take 
her away. | 
Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 
Clo. Mifprifion, in the higheft degree. Lad, 
Cuculut non facit menacbhum; that's as much as to fay, 
| wear not motly in my brain: good Madona, give 
me leave to prove you a fool, | 

Oli. Cn yon doit? | 

Cle. Dextetouſly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

Clo. I muſt catechize you for it, Madona; good, 
my mouſe of virtue, anſwer me. 
bide your proof. | 
Cio. Good Madona, why mourn'ſt thou? 

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
| Clo. I think his ſoul is in hell, Madona. 
Oli. I know his ſoul is in heav'n, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 
your brother's ſoul being in heav'n—take away the 
fool, gentlemen. ; | 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth 
he not mend? *' 

Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, till the pangs of death 
ſhake him. Infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth 
ever make better the fool. 

Cle. Heav*n fend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for 


; 


| the better increaſing your folly ' Sir Toby will be 


Mar. Make that good. worn that I am no fox, but he will not paſs his 


Clos. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where 
that ſaying was born, of, ** fear no colours.“ 

Clo. Where, good Miſtreſs Mary! 

Mar. In the wars, and that you may be bold to 
ſay in your footery. 
: Clo. Wel!, Heaven give them wiſdom, that have 
It; and thoſe that are fools, let them uſe their talents, 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being ſu long ab- 
ſent, or beturn'd away; is not that as good asa hang- | 
ing to you? | | 

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a had mar- 
age! and for turning away, let ſummer bear it our. 


word for two-pence, that you are no fool. 

Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio? N 

Mal. I marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in fuch 
a barren raſcal; I faw him put down, the other day, 
with an ordinary fool, that has no more brains than 
a ſtone, Look you, now, he's out of his guard, 
already 3 unleſs, you laugh and miniſter occaſion to 
him, he is gagg'd. I proteſt I take thoſe wife men, 
that crow ſo at theſe ft kind of fools, to be no bet- 
ter than the fools' Zanizs. 

O/i. O, you are ſick of ſelf-love, Malvolio, and 
taſte with a diſtemper'd appetite. To be generous, 


Mar. You are reſolute, then? 


n and of free diſpoſition, is io tske thoſe 
things for bird-bolts, that you deem cannvn-bullecs; 


comss my lady; make your excuſe wiſely ; you were 


Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſe, I'll 
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there is no ſlander in am allow'd fool, though he <| 
nothing but rail; nor no railing in a known, diſcreet 
man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

Cle. Now Mercury endue thee with leaſing! for 
thou ſpeak' ſt well of fools, N 
a Enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is ac the gate a young gen- 
tleman much deſites to ſpeak with you. 
Oli. From the Duke Orſino, is it? 
Mar. I know not, Madam; *tis a fair young 
man, and well attended. 
Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay? 


Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle. | 


Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you; he ſpeaks nothing 
but madman: fic on him -o you, Malvolioz if 
it be a ſuit from the duke, I am fick, or not at 
home. What you will to diſmiſs it. | Exit Mal.] 
—— Now ſee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and 
people diſlike it. 

40. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy 
eldeſt ſon ſhould be a fool : whoſe ſkull Jove cramm'd 
with brains—for here comes one of thy kin has a 
moſt weak pia mater. 

SCENE, Enter Sir Toby. | 

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk !- What is he 
at the gate, uncle ? 

Sir To. A gentleman, 

Oli. A gentleman! what gentleman ? 

Sir To. Tis a gentleman. Here [ Belcbing.] 
a plague o theſe pickled herrings . How now, ſot ? 

C/o. Good Sir Toby. 


Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come ſo early by] 


this lethargy ? 


Sir To. Letchery! I defy letchery : there's one at 


the gate. 
Oli. Ay, marry, what is he? | 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care 
not: give me faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. [ Exit. 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman: 
one draught above heat, makes him a fool, the ſe- 
cond mads him, and a third drowns him. | 

Oli. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him 


fit o'my uncle: for he's in the third degree of drink; 


he's drown'd ; go look after him. 
Cle, He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool 
mall look to the madman. {Exit Clown. 
Enter Malvolio. 


| 


{ 


| 


Mal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls, 

SCEN E. Enter Maria. 
Oli. Give me my veil; come throw it o'er my face; 
We'll once more hear Orſino's embaſſy. 

Enter Viola. 

; ON The honourable lady of the houſe, which 
s the? | 
Oli, Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her; your 
will ? | 
Vis. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable 
beauty—1 pray you, tell me if this be the lady of the 
houſe, for I never ſaw her, I would be lothe to caſt 
away my ſpeech; for beſides that it is excellently well 
penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. Good 
beauties, let me ſuſtain no ſcorn; I am very prompt, 
even to the leaſt ſiniſter uſage. 
Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 
| Vio. 1 can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and 
that queſtion's out of my part, Good, gentle one, 
give me modett aſſurance, if you be the lady of the 
houſe, that I may proceed in my ſpeech. 
Oli. Are you a comedian? 
Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the 
very fangs of malice, I ſwear, I am not that I play, 
Are you the lady of the houſe ? | 
Oli. If I do not uſurp myſelf, I am. 
Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp 
yourſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours 
to reſerve ; but this is from my commiſſion, I wili 
on with my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhe w you 
the heart of my meſſage. 
| Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you 
the praiſe, 
Vio. Alas ! I took great pains to ſtudy it, and tig 
poetical, 
Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you, 
keep it in. I heard you were faucy at my gates, and 
I allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you, 
than to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if 
you have reaſon, be brief; tis not that time of the 
moon with me, to make one in ſo ſkipping a dia- 
logue. What are you? what would you? 
Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me, have 
I learn'd from my entertainment. What J am, and 
what I would, are as ſecret to your ears, as divinity; 
to any others, prophanation. 
Oli. Give us the place alone. [ Exit Maria.] We 
will hear this diviaity..-Naw, Sir, what is your 


[ Exit, 


Mal. Madam, yon young fellow ſwears he will; text? 


ſpeak with you. 1 told him you were fick, he takes 
on him to underſtand fo much, and therefore comes 
to ſpeak with you. I told him you were aſleep, he 
ſeems to have a fore- knowledge of that, too, and 
therefore comes to ſpeak with you. What is to be 
ſaid to him, lady? he's fortified againſt any denial. 

Oli. Tell him he ſhall not fpeak with me. 

Mal. He has been told ſo; and he ſays he'll tang 
at your door like a ſheriff's poſt, or be the ſupporter 


to a bench, but he'll ſpeak with you. 


Oli. What kind o'man is he? 
Mal. Why, of mankind. 
Oli. What manner of man? 
Mal. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, 
will you or no. 
Oli. Of what perſonage and years is he? 
Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy; as a ſquaſh is before tis a peaſ- 
cod, or a codling when 'tis almoſt an apple: tis 


with him in ſtanding water, between boy and man. 
He is very well-favour'd, and he ſpeaks very ſhrew- 
iſhly ; one would think his mother's milk was ſcarce 


out of him. 


Vio. Moſt ſweet lady. 

Oli. A comfortable d6Qrine, and much may be 

ſaid of it, Where lies the text? - 

Vio. In Orfino's boſom. 

Oli. In his boſom? in what chapter of his boſom? 

g Vio. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his 

eart. N 

Oli. O, I have read it; it is hereſy. Have you 

no more to ſay? | | 

Vis. Good Madam, let me ſee your face. 

Oli, Have you any commiſſion from your lord to 

\negociate with my face? you are now out of your 

text ? but we will draw the curtain, and ſhew you 

the picture. Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I wear 
| 3 IM [ Unveiling. 

| Yu. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 

Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell'ſt the alive, 

If you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. 

5 Oli. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted: I will 

| give out divers ſchedules of my beauty. It ſhall be 


Oli. Let him approach; call in my gentle woman. 


inventoried, and every particle and utenſil labell'd to 
[my will, As, Item, two lips, indifferent red. Iten, 


le 


If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 


Mine eye too great a flatt'rer for my mind: 


TEIL OT: 


eo grey eyes, with lids to them. Item, one neck, | 


ane chin, and ſo forth. Were you ſent hither to 
aiſe me ? | | 
Vio. I ſee you what you are, you are too proud; 
But if you are the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and maſter loves you: O, ſuch love | 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho' you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty. 
Oli. How does he love me? 
Vio. With adorationsy with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire. 


Oli. Your lord does know my mind; I cannot love 


him. | 
Yet 1 ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth; 
In voices well divulg'd; free, learn'd, and valiant; 
And in dimenſion and the ſhape of nature, 
A gracious perſon: yet I cannot love him. 
He might have took his anſwer, long ago. 
Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 
With ſuch a ſuff ng, ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe ; 
I] would not underſtand it. 
Oli. What would you do? 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the houſe; 
Write loyal cante's of contemned love, 
And fing them loud, e'en in the dead of night: 
Hollow your name to the reverberant hills, 
And make the babuling g ſſip of che air, 
Cry out, O!;va! O, you ſhould not reſt, 
Between the elements ol air and earth, 
But you ſhouid pity me. 
Oli. You might io much 
What is your parentage ? 
Vis Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 
I ama gentleman. 
Oli. Get you to your lord; 
I cannot love him: let him ſend no more; 
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your pains; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. I'm no fee'd poſt, lady; keep your purſe : 
My maſter, not myſelf, Jacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you ſhall love; 
And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! Farewel, fair cruelty, [ Exit. 
Oli. What is your parentage? 
Above my fortunes, yet my flate is woell: 
I am a gentleman, ——T'll be ſworn thou art. 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon— Not too faſt——— 
Soft, ſoft, unleſs the man the maſter were, 
How now ! even ſo quickly may one catch 


H NIGH T. 
A CT: II. 
s EN E, the Sereet, 


Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian. 


ILL you ſtay no longer ? nor will you 
not that I go with you ? 
Seb. By your patience, no; my ſtars ſhine darkly 
over me; the malignancy of my fate might, per- 
haps, diſtemper yours; therefore I crave of you your 
leave, that I may bear my evils alone. It were a bad 
recompence for your love, tolay any of them on you. 
Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound ? pf 
Seb. No, ſooth, Sir; my determinate voyage is 
mere extravagancy: but I perceive in you ſo excel- 
lent a touch of modeſty, that you will not extort 
from me what I am willing to keep in; therefore 


Ant. 


it charges me in manners the rather toexpreſs myſelt 2 


you muſt know of me, then, Antonio, my name 
is Sebaſtian, which I call'd Rodorigo; my father 
was that Sebaſtian of Meſſaline, whom I know you 
have heard of, He left behind him, myſelf and a 
liter, both born in one hour; if the heavens had 
been pleas'd, would we had ſo ended! but you, Sir, 
alter'd that; for ſome hours betore you took me 
from the breach of the ſea, was my ſiſter drown'd. 

Ant. Alas, the day! 

Seb. A lady, Sir, who tho' it was ſaid ſhe much 
reſembled me, was yet of many accounted beau- 
tiful; but tho' I could not with ſuch eſtimable won- 
der over- far believe that, yet thus far I will boldly 
publiſh her, ſhe bore a mind that envy could not but 
call fair: ſhe is drown'd already, Sir, with ſalt-wa- 
ter, tho' I ſeem to drown ker remembrance again, 
with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble, 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, let 
me be your ſervant, 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill him whom you have recovered, defire 
it not. Fare ye well, at once; my boſom is full of 
kindneſs, and I am yet ſo near the manners of my 
mother, that upon the leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes 
will tell tales of me: I am bound to the Duke Or- 
ſino's court: farewel, 

Ant. The gentleneſs of the gods go with thee! 
| 1 ſeverally. 
SCENE. Enter Viola, and Malvolio following. 

Mal. Y oung gentleman, were you not e'en now 
with the Counteſs Olivia? 

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have 
fince arriv'd but hither. 
| Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; for being 


The plague! methinks I feel this youth's perfections, your lord's, ſhe'll none of it. You might have ſaved 


With an inviſible and ſubtle ſtealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes, Well, let it be 
What, hoa, Malvolio! | 


Enter Malyolio, 


Mal. Here, Madam, at your ſervice. | 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The duke's man; he left here this ring behind him, 

Would I, or not : tell him, I'll none of it: 
Deſire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 


I'll give him reaſon for't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. [ Exit. 
Oli. I do 1 know not what, and fear to find 


Fate, ſhew thy force; ourſelves we do not owe, 


me my pains, to have taken it away yourſelf, She 
adds, moreover, that you ſhould put your lord into a 
deſperate aſſurance ſhe will none of him. And one 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again 
in his affairs, unleſs it be to report your lord's taking 
of this: receive it ſo. | 

Vio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, 
and her will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd : if it be 
worth ſtooping for, there it lies in your eye; if not, 
be it his that finds it. [ Exit. 

Vio. I left no ring with her; what means this lady! 
Fortune forbid my outſide ſhould have charm'd her! 
She made good view of me; indeed, ſo much, 
That ſure methought her eyes did let her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: 
She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 


What is deereed, muſt be; and be this ſo] [Exir, 


Iavites me in this churliſh meſſenger. 


— „ 


! 
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None of my lord's ring ! why, he ſent her none, 
IT am the man. If it be fo, as tis, 


Poor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. { nor time, in you? 


What will become of this? as I am man, 
My ſtate is deſp'rate for my maſter's love; 
As I am woman, now, alas the day! 
What thriſtleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe? 
O time, thou muſt untangle this, not 1; 
It is too hard a knot for me t'untie. 


SCENE, Olivia's Houſe, 
Sir Toby axd Sir Andrew diſcovered. 


Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, not to be abe after 
midnight, is to be up betimes; and Dilaculo ſurgere, 
thou know'ſt 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not; but 1 
know, to be vp late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A falſe conclufon—1 hate it worſe than 
an unfill'd cann; to be up after midnight, and to go 
to bed then, is early; ſo that to go to bed after 

midnight, is to go to bed betimes, Does not our 
Fife conſiſt of the four elements? 

Sir And. Faith, ſo they fay; but T think it ra- 
ther confiſts of eating and drinking. | 

Fir Jo. Thou'rt a ſcholar, let ut therefore eat and 
drink.—-Maria! I ſay! a ſtoop of wine. 

Enter Clown, 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i'faith. 

Clo How now, my hearts; did you never ſee the 
picture of we three? | 

"Sir Te. Welcome, aſs. 

Sir Ard. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
wit. I had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a 
leg as the fool has, In ſooth, thou waft in very gra- 

tous fooling, laſt night, when thou ſpok'ſt of Pi- 
grogremitus, of the Vapians paſſing the equinoctia 
of Duenbus ; 'twas very good, i'faith: I ſent thee 
fixpence, for thy leman— flad'ſt it? 

Ch. I did impeticos thv gratility; for Malvolio's 
noſe is no whip-ftock, My lady has a white hand, 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale honſes. 

Sir And. Excellent: why, this is the beR fool- 

Ing, when all is done. 

Sir To. But ſhall we make the welkin dance, in- 
deed? ſhall we rouze the night-ow! in a cateh that 
will draw three ſouls out of one weaver? ſhall we 
do that? 

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't: I am a dog 


[ Exit. 


at 2 catch. f | 
Ci. By'r lady, Sir, and ſome dogs will catch well. puritan. 


Sir And, Begin, tool; it begins, Held thy peace. 

Ch. I ſhall never begin, if J hold my peace, 

Sir And. Good, i'faith : why, then, fomething 
elfe, or what you will. Come, begin. f They fing. 

1 SCENE. Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep, here! 
if my lady have not cail'd up her ſteward Malvolio, 
and bid him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 

Fi, To. My lady's a Catalan, we are politicians, 


Malvoko's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry men 


bs wwe. Am not I conſanguineous? am not 1 of her 
blood? Tilly valley, lady! there dwelt a mar. in 
Babylon, ſady, lady. Singing. 
C/o. Bgeſ Ce me, the knight's in admirable foeling. 
Sir And. Ay, he does welt enough if be be diſpos'd, 
and ſo do I too: he does it with a better grace, but! 
do it more natural. [ They ſing a catch. 
Mur. For the love o God, peace. 
| Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. My maſters, are you mad ? or what are you 
have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gab- 
die like tinkers at this time of night? do you make 
an ale-houſe of my lady houfe, that you ſqueal out 


| your coſiers catches without any mitigation or 1, 


| pleaſe you to take leave of her, ſhe is very willing 


H NID r. 


| morſe of voice? is there no reſpect of place, perſon 


Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches 
Sneak up! _ 

Mal. Sit Toby, I muſt be round with you. M 
| lady bade me tell you, that tho' ſhe harbours you x 
her uncle, ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders, ] 
you can ſeparate yourſelf and your miſdemeznor 
you are welcome to che houſe; if not, an it won! 


to bid you fare wel. 45 
Sir To. Farewel, dear heart, fince I maſt needs bs 
| one. J Singing 
Mal. Nay good, Sir Toby. 
Clo. His eyes do ſhow his days are almoſt done. 

Mal. ls't even fo? | 

Sir To. But Till never die. [ Falls down, ſinging, 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much credit to you. 

Sir To, Sir, you lye: art thou any more than x 
ſte ward? doſt thou think, becauſe thou art virtuous 
chere ſhall be no more cakes and ale? 

Clo, Yes, by St. Anne; and ginger ſhall be hot 
''th* mouth, too, 

» Sir To Thou'st i'th* right. Go, Sir, rub your 
chin with crums. A ſtoop of wine, Maria. 

Mol. Mrs. Mary, if you priz'd my lady's favour 
at any thing more than contempt, you would not 
give means for this uncivil rule; ſhe ſhall know of 
it, by this hand. [ Exit, 

Mar. Go, ſhake your ears, 

Sir And. *T were as good adeed as to drink when 
a man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, 
and then to break promiſe with him, and make a 
foot of him. 

Sir Tho. Do't, knight, I'll write thee a challenge: 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient, for to-night; 
fince the youth of the duke's was to day with my 
lady, ſh2 is much out of quiet. For monſieur Mal. 
volio, le: me alone with him: if 1 do not gull him 
into a nay-word, and make him a common recrea- 
tion, do not think I have wit enough to lie ſtraight 
in my bed: I know I can do.it. 
| ** To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us; teil us ſomething 
of him. ; 

Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a 


Si And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like 
1 dog. 
Sir To. What, for being a puritan! thy exquiſite 
reaſon, dear knight? If ; 

Sir And. I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but! 
have reaſon good enough. 

Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing 
conſtantly, but a time- pleaſer; an affected aſs, that 
cons ſtate without book, and utters it by great 
ſwaths; the beſt perſuaded of himſelf: ſo cramm d, 
as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is his ground 
of Faith, that all that look on him, love bim; and 
on that vice in him will my revenge find notable 
cauſe to work. t 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? ? 

Mer. I will drop in his way-ſome obſcure epiſtles 
of love, wherein by the colourof his beard, the ſhape 
of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expreſſure of 
his eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find him- 

ſelf moſt feelingly perſonated. I can write very 
{like my lady; on a forgotten matter we can hard!) 
make diſtinQion of our hands. 
| Sir To, Excellent! 1 Imell a device. 
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Bir And. I hav't * my noſe, too. 

Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou 
yilt drop, that they come from my niece, and that 
be Is in love with him. 

Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horſe now would make him 
in aſs. 

Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. | 

Sir And, O! 'twill' be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you; I know my 
phyſick will work with him. 
and let Fabian make a third, where he ſhall find the 
letter; obſerve his conſtruction of it: for this night 
to bed, and dream on the event. Farewel. 

Sir To. Good night, Pentheſilea. 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that 
adores me; what o' that? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once, tos. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight: thou had'ſt need 
ſend for more money, 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I ama 
foul way out, 

Sir To. Send for money, knight: if thou haſt her 
not i'th' end, call me Cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truſt me, take it how 
you will, 

Sir To. Come, come, I'II go burn ſome ſack; tis 
too late to go to bed, now: come, knight; come, 
knight. [Exeunt. 

SC EN E. The Palace. 
Enter Duke and Viola. 

Duke. Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; 

For ſuch as J am, all true lovers are; 
Unſtaid and ſkittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. 

Mylife upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome fayour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is't? 

Vio. Of your camplexion, 

Duke. She is not worth thee, then. 

Once more, Ceſario, 

Get thee to yon ſame ſoyereign cruelty ! 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 

Prizes not quantity of dirty land; 

The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 

Tell her I hold as giddily as fortune : 

But tis that miracle and queen of gems, 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my ſoul, 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir? 
Duke. 1 cannot be fo anſwer'd. 

Dio. Sooth, but you muſt. 

Say that ſome lady, as perhaps there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart, 

As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her 

You tell her ſoz muſt ſhe not then be anſwer'd ? 

Duke. There is no woman's ſides 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion 
As love doth give my heart: make no compare, 
Between that love a woman can bear me, + 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vie. Ay, but I kn 

Duke, What doſt thou know ? | 

io. Too well what love women to men may 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. [owe; 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 

As it might be, perhaps, were 1 a woman, 

I ſhould your — 


I will plant you two, 


[Exit., 
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Duke. What's her hiſtory? 
Vis. A blank, my lord: ſhe never told her love; 
But let concealment, like a worm i'th' bud, 
Feed on her datnaſk cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought; 
And with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She ſat like patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more; but, indeed, 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 
Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of ber love, my boy? 
Vio. I'm all the daughters of my father's houſe, 


| And I am all the ſons; but yet I know not. 


| 


_— 


* 


— 


Sir, ſhall I to to this lady? 

Duke, Ay, that's the theme, 
To her in haſte ; give her this jewel: ſay, | 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [ Exeunts 

SCENE, Olisia's Garden. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I'll come; if I loſe a ſcruple of thig 
ſport, let me be boil'd to death with melancholy. 

Sir To, Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable 
ſhame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know, he brought 
me out of fayour with my lady, about a bear-bait= 


| ing here. 


| 


1 


Sir To. To anger him we'll have the bear again, 
and we will fool him black and blue Shall we not, 
Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain How now, 
my nettle of India? 

Mar. Get ye all three behind yon tree; Malvo- 
lio's coming down this walk, he has been yonder 
i'th* ſun, practiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow, 


this half hour. Obſerve him for the love of mocke- 


ry ; for I know this letter will make a contempla- 
tive ideot of him. [ Throws the letter upon the ground. ] 
Cloſe, in the name of jeſting ; lie thou there; for 
here comes the trout that muſt be caught with tick - 


ling. [Exits 
SCENE. Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me, the did affect me; and I have heard 
herſelf come thus near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it 
ſhould be one of my complexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes 
me with a more exalted reſpe& than any one elſe 
that follows her. What ſhould I think on't? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue. 

Fab. O, peace! contemplation makes a rare 
turkey-cock of him: how he jets, under his ad- 


| vanced plumes! 


Sir And. *Slife, I could ſo beat the rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

Mal. To be count Malvolic— 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir Ard. Piſtol him, piſtol him. 

Sir. To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't; the lady of the 
Trachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe, 

Sir And. Fie on him, ezebel! 

Fab. O, peace! now he's deeply in; look how 
imagination blows him, 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, 
fitting in my ſtate 

Sir To. O for a ſtone- bow to hit him in the eye! 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
velvet gown ; having come from a day- bed, where [ 
have 2 Olivia lee ping. 


| 
| 
1 
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Sir To. Fire and brimſtone! 

Fab. O, peace, peace! | 

Mal. And then to have the humour of late po) 
after a demure travel of regard, telling them, 1 
know my place, as 1 would they, ſhould do ons 
To aſk for my uncle Toby— | 

Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles ! _y 

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace! now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient art, 
make out for him: 1 frown the while, and per- 
chance wind up my watch, or play with ome rich 
jewel. Toby approaches, bows there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live! 

Mal. 1 extend my hand to him, thus: quench- 
ing my familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of con- 
troul, 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow 0 'the 
lips then? 

Mal. Saying, U Uncle Toby, my fortunes having 
eaſt me on your niece, give me this e of 
ſpeech 

Sir To. What, what ? 

Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs. - 

Sir To. Out, ſcab! | 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of 
our plot. 

Mal. Beſides, you waſte the treaſure of your time 
with a foolith knight— 

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. | 

Mal. One Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. 1 knew 'twas I; for many do call me a 
fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here? 

[ Taking up the letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh, peace] now the ipirit of humours in- | 
timate reading aloud to him! 

Mal. By my life, this is my lady s hand; theſe 
be her very C's, her U's, and her T's, and thus 
makes the her great P's, It is, in contempt of 
queſtion, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's ; why chat! 

Mal. To the unknowa belov'd, this, and my good 
wiſhes: her very phraſes. By your leave, wax. Soft, 
and the I mpreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes 
to ſeal. *Tis my lady. To whom ſhould this be ? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mal. Jove knows 1 love, alas but who | 
Lips do not move, no man muſt know.” 

No man muſt khnow—what follows? the numbers 


alter—no man muſt knew—if this ſhould be thre, | 


Malvolio? 
Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock 


Mal. I may command, where I adure, | 
* But filence, like a Lucrece 715 | 

With bloodleſs tete my heart does gore, 

M. O. A. I. doth ſway my life. 


Fab. A foſtlan riddle. 

Sir To. Excellent wench, ſay I, | 

Mal. M. O. A. I. doth ſway my life“ Nay but 
firſt let me ſee—let me ſee— 

Fab. What a diſh of poiſon has ſhe greſs'd him 

Sir To. And with what wing the ſtanyel checks 
at it? 

Mal. (e may command, where Ladort.“ Why, ſhe 
may command me: I ſerve her, ſhe is my lady. Why 
this is evident to any formal capacity. There is no 
obſtruction in this—and;rthe end—what ſhould that 
alphaberical poſition portend ? if could make that 
reſemble ſomething in me, Softly, “ M. O. A. I.“ 


upon them. 


i (mile, dear my ſweet, I 


Sir To. O, ay! make out chat! he is now at af 


H NIGHT 


Fab. Sowter will cry upon't, for all this, tho 

't as rank as. a fox. 
f Mal. M——Malvolio—M: why, that wy my 
ame. 
Fal. Did not I ſay he would work. i it out? the cur 
is excellent at a fault, 
Mal. M. But then there is noconfonancy in the 
ſequel; that ſuffers under probation z A. ſhould fol. 
low, but O. does. | 
Fab. And O, ſhall end, I hopee.,. 7 
Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him 
cry O, 
Mal. And then I. comes behind. = 1 
Fab. Ay, and you had an eye behind you, you 
might ſee more detraction at your we than for- 
tunes before you, 
Mal. M. O. A. I. his fimulation is not as the 
former—and yet to cruſh this alittle, it would bow 
to me, for everyone of theſe letters is in my name, 


+ = here follows proſe, „If this fall into thy 


hand, revolve. In my ſtars lam above thee, but be 
not afraid of greatneſs; ſome are born great, ſome 
atchieve greatneſs, and ſome have greatneſs thruſt 
Thy fates open their hands, let thy 
blood and ſpirits embrace them; and to ſnare thy- 

ſelf to what thou art like to be, caſt thy humble 
ſlough, and appear freſh. Be oppoſite with a kinſ- 
man, ſurly with ſervants : let thy tongue tang argu- 
ments of tate z put thyſelf into the trick of ſingu- 
larity. Sbe thus adviſes thee, that fighs for thee. 
Remember who'commended thy yellow ſtockings, 
and wiſh'd ta ſee thee ever croſs-garter'd. 1 fay, 
remember; go to, thou art made, if thou defireſt to 
be ſo: if not, let me ſee thee a ſteward till, the fel- 
low of ſervants, and not worthy to touch fortune's 
fingers. Farewel. She that wouid alter ſervices 
with thee, the fortunate and happy.” Day-light 
and champian'diſcover no more; this is open, | 
will be proud, I will read politic authors, I will 
baffle Sir Toby, I will waſh eff groſs acquaintance, 
{ will be point device the very man. I do not fool 


| myſelf, to let imagination jade me; for every reaſon 


excites to this, that my lady loves me. She did 
commend my yellow ftockings, of late; ſhe did 
praiſe my leg, being crols-garter'd, and in this ſhe 
manifeſts herſelf to my love, and with a kind of in- 
junction drives me to theſe habits of her liking. I 
chank my ttars, I am happy: I will be ſtrange, ſtout, 
in yellow ſtockings, and croſs-garter'd, even with 
the ſwiftneſs of putting on. Jave, and my ſtars be 
praiſed! Here is yet a poſtſcript. „Thou canſt not 
chuſe but know whol am; if thou entertaineſt my 
love, let it appear in thy ſmiling ; thy ſmiles be- 
come thee well. Thareives in my preſence ſtill 
pr'ythee ſmile.” TJove, 1 
thank thee ! 1 will ſmile, I will do every thing that 
thou wilt have me. [ Exit. 
On:nes. Ha! ha! ha! 
Fab. I will not give my part of this ſport, for a 
penſion of thouſands, to be paid from the Sophyv. 
Sir To, 1 could marry, this wench, for this device, 
Sir And. And ſo could 1 doo. 
Sir M. And aſk no other dowry with her, but 


ſuch another jeft. 


SC EN E. @FEnter Maria, 


Sir And. Nor I, neither. | 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 1 1 
Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my necks ? 
Sir Ard. Or o' mine, either? | 
Sir To. Shall I become thy bond dave? 

Sir And. Or 1, either? 


cold ſcent, 


Sir Te. Why haſt thou put him in ſuch. a dream, 
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at when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run 
3 . . - © #4 4 «> *Þ 4 # 


ad * | 
4 Mar. Nay, but Tay true, does it work upon him ? 

Sir To. Like aqua vitæ with a midwife. _ 

Mar. If you will then ſee the fruit of the ſport, 
mark his firſt approach before my lady : he will come 
o her in yellow ſtockings, and "tis a colour ſhe ab- 
hors; and croſs-garter'd, a faſhion. ſhe deteſts; and 
he will ſmile upon her, which will now be ſo unſuit- 
wle to her diſpoſition, being addicted to melancho- 
Iv, as the is, that it cannot but turn him into a no- 
table contempt. If you will Tee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of "Tartar; thou molt excel- 
nt devil of wit! 


Sir And. I'll make one, too. 
„„ N Ore 


SCENE, Olivia's Garden. 


Enter Viola and Clown. 


Je E thee, friend, and thy muſic: doſt thou | 
live by the tabor ? | 
C4. No, Sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman? ? 

Clo, No ſuch matter, Sir; 1 do live by the church: 
for I do live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand 
by the church. 5 

Vi. Art thou the Lady Olivia's fool? 


[Exeunt. 


Clo. No indeed, Sir, the Lady Olivia has no folly: | 


ſhe will keep no tool, Sir, till ſhe be married; and 
fools are like huſbands, as pilchers are to herrings ; 
the huſband's the bigger. Iam indeed not her fool, 
but her corrupter of words. 

: Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Dyke Orſino's. 

Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb, like 
the ſun; it ſhines every where. I would be forry, 
Sir, but the fool ſhould be as oft with your maſter, 
as with my miſtreſs: Ithink I ſaw your wiſdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, 1'l] no more with 
thee, Hold, there's expences for thee. 

[ Gives bim a piece of money. 


Clo. Now, Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 


ſend thee a beard! 

Vio. By my trath, I'l! tell thee, I am almoſt ſick 
for one. Is thy lady within? * 
Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 
Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 

Clo, I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, 
to bring a Creſſida to this Troilus. 

Vie. 1 underſtand you, Sir, 'tis well begg'd. 

Cl». The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging 
but a beggar: Creſſida was a beggar. My lady is 
within, Sir. I will conſtrue to her whegce you come; 
who you are, and what you would, is out ef my wel- 
kin; I might ſay, element, but the word is over- 
warn, Exit. 

Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool, 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit, 
SCEN E. Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 

Sir Ard. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, Sir. | 

Sir To. Dieu vous garde, Monſieur. 

Vio. Ft waus anſſi: votre ſervitcur. | 

Sir To. I hope, Sir, you are; and J am yours. 
Will you encounter the houſe? my niece is deſirou: 
you ſhould enter, if your trade be to her, 

Vis. I am bound to your niece, Sir: I mean, ſhe 
is the liſt of my voyage. 


„ 


my hearing. 
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Vis. My legs do better underſtand me, Sit, than 1 


underſtand what'you mean by bidding me taſte my 
my legs} 75 ben re | 


Sir To, I mean, to go, Sir, to enter. | 


io. 1 willt anſwer you with gait and entrance; but 


we are prevented. 


Knter Olivia and Maria. 


— Moſt excellent accompliſh'd lady, the heav'ns rain 
odours on you. | cd ch | 


Sir And, That youth's a rare courtier! rain odours! 


well. 


Vis. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 


own moſt pregnant and vouchſafed ear. 


Sir And. Odour, pregnant and voucbſafed: I'M 


get them all three ready, 


Oli. Let the garden-door be ſhut, and leave me to 
[ Exeunt Sir To. Sir And. and Maria. 
8 C E. N E. l | , 


—Giye me your hand, Sir. 


Vio. My duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervice, 
Oli. What is your name? , 
Vic. Cefario is your ſervant's name, fair princeſs. 
Oli. My ſervant, Sir? "Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 
Y*are ſervant to the Duke Orſino, youth. 
Vis. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your ſervant's ſervant, is your ſervant, Madam. 
Oli. For him, Ithink not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me. 
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts, 
On his behalf. 
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
bade you never ſpeak again of him. 
But would you undertake another ſuit, 
I'd rather hear you to ſolicit that, 
Than muſic from the ſpheres. 
Vis. O, deareſt lady 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
Aſter the laſt enchantment, (you did hear) 
A ring in chaee of you. So did J abuſe 
Myſelf, my ſervant, and, I fear me, you; 
Under your hard conſtruction muſt I fit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you 
| think? | 
Have you not ſet mine honour ar the ftake, 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts, 
That tyrannous heart can think? to your receiving 
Enough is ſhewn; a cyprus, not a boſom, 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you ſpeak. 
Vie. I pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree of love. 
Vio. No, not a grice: for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. ; 
Oli. Why then, methinks, tis time to ſmile again; 
O, world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 
If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion than the wolf! 
[Clock frites. 
The clock npbraids me with the waſte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man: 
There lies your way, due weſt. 
Vio, Then weſtward, hoa! 
Grace and good difp»ſition attend your ladythip. 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my lord, by me? | 
Oli. Stay; pr'ythee, tell me what thou think'& 
of me? 
Vio. That you do think, you are not what you 
are. 


Oli. If I think ſo, I think the ſame of you. 


Sir Te. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion - 


B 2 | 


12 
Pio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. 
Oli. 1 would you were as I would have you, be! 
Vio. Would it were better, Madam, than I am. 
Oli. Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 

By maidhood, henour, truth, and.ev'ry thing, 

I love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide. 

Do not extort wry reaſons from this clauſe, 

For that I woo; thou therefore haſt no cauſe: 

But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter : 

Love ſought is good; but given, unſought, is better. 
Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 

J have one heatt, one boſom, and one truth 

And that no woman has, nor never none 

Shall miſtreſs. be of it. 

Oli. Save I alone! 

Vio. And fo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will I my maſter's tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may'ſt 

move | 

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

[Olivia introduces a ſang. ] Exeunt. 
SCENE, Olivia's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir And. No, faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom; give thy reaſon, 
Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir An- 
drew. 

Sir And. Marry, I ſaw your niece do more favours 
to the duke's ſerving-man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd 
on me. I ſaw't, i'th' orchara. 

Sir To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy ? Tell 
me that. | | 

Sir Ard. As plain as I ſee you now. | 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her, 
toward you. 

Sir And. *Slight! will you make an aſs o'me? 

Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reaſon. 

Sir To. And they have been grand jurymen, ſinee 
before Noah was a ſailor. 

Fab, She did ſhew favour to the youth in your 
fight, only to exaſperate you, to awake your dor- 
mouſe valour, to put fire into your heart, and brim- 
ſtone in your liver. You fhould then have accoſted 
her, and with ſome excellent jeſts, fire-new from 
the mint, you ſhould have bang'd the youth into 
dumbneſs, This was look'd for, at your hand, and 
this was baulk'd, The double gilt of this opportu- 
nity, you let time waſh off, and you are now ſail'd 
into the north of my lady's opinion, where you will 
hang, like an icicle on a Dutchman's beard, unleſs 
you do redeem it by ſome attempt, either of valour 
or policy, | 

Sir And. An't he any way, it muſt be with va- 
lour, for policy, I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, 
as a polit'cian. 

Sir, To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes upon 
the batis of valour; challenge me the duke's youth 
to fight with him; hurt him in eleven places; my 
niece ſhall take note of it; and aſſure thyſelf, there 
1s no love-broker in the world, can more prevail in 
man's commendation with women, than report of 
valour. 0 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge 
to him? | 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand; be curſt 
and brief: it is no matter how witty, fo it be elo- 
guent, and full of invention; taunt him with the 
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enough for the bed of Wate in England, ſet 'em 

down, and go about it, Let there be gall enough 

in thy ink, though thou write it with a gooſe · pen 

no matter: about it. . N xa 

; 85 And. Where ſhall I find you? | 

ir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo: ge. 
* 2 Sir Andrew, 
SC, X.E | 


Fab. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, ſome two 
thouſand ſtrong, or ſo, 5 

Fab. We ſhall have a rare letter from him; but 
you'll not delivet't. | 

Sir To. Never truſt me then; and by all means 
ſtir on the youth to an anſwer. I think oxen and 
wain-ropes eannot hale them together. For An- 
drew, if he were open'd, and you find ſo much 
blood in his liver, as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll 
eat the reſt of the anatomy. ' ' | 

Fab. And his oppoſite, the youth, bears in his 
viſage no gfeat preſage of cruelty, 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look where the youngeſt wren of nine 
comes. 

Mar. If you defire the ſpleen, and will laugh 
yourſelves into ſtitches, follow me ; yor gull, Mal- 
volio, is turned heathen, a very renegado; for there 
is no chriſtian that means to be ſav'd by belicving 
rightly, can ever believe ſuch impoſſible paſſages of 
groſſneſs. He's in yellow ttockings. 

Sir To. And croſs garter'd ? 

Mar. Moſt villainouſly ; like a pedant that keeps 
a ſchool i'th'church; 1 have dogg'd him, like his 
murderer, He does obey every point of .he letter 
that I dropt to betray him; he does ſmile his face 
into more lines, than is in the new map, with the 
augmentation of the Indies; you have not ſeen ſuch 
a thing as tis; I can hardly forbear hutling things 
at him. I know my lady will ſtrike him; it ihe do, 
he'll ſmile, and take't for a great favour, 

Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

| [ Exeunt, 


£ 


| 


SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Sebaſtian and Antonio, 

Seb. T would not by my will have troubled you; 
But ſince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 
I will no farther chide you. | 

Ant. I could not ſtay behind yon; my deſire, | 
More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth, 
And not all love to fee you, tho” ſo much 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage; 
But jealouſy what might befal your travel, 
Being ſkilleſs in theſe parts, (which to a ſtranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhoſpitable) my willing love, 
The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 
Set forth in your purſuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 
I can no other anſwer make, but thanks; 
But were my worth as is my conſcience firm, 
You ſhould find better dealing: what's to do? 
Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town? 

Ant. To-morrow, Sir; beſt, firſt, go ſee your 

lodging. 

| Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long till night; 
pray you, let us ſatisfy our eyes | 
With the memorials, and the chings of fame, 
That da renown this city. | 


| 


Art. Would you'd pardon me: 
I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. 


licence of ink; if thou then him ſome thrice, it, Once in a ſea- fight, gainſt the duke his gallies, 
Mall no: be amiſs; and as many lyes as will lie in I did ſome ſervice; of ſuch note, indeed, 


wy ſheet of paper, although the ſheet were big That were I ta'en here, it would ſcarct be anſwer d. 
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I ſpeak too loud; 


Ves, nightingales anſwer daws ! 


Feb. Belike you flew great number of his people. | 

Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature; 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody argument: 

It might have fince been anſwer'd in repaying 

What we took from them, which for traffick's ſake 
Moft of our city did, 
For which, if I be lapſed in this place, 

I ſhall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, Sir, here's my 
In the ſouth ſuburbs, at the Elephant, [ purſe. | 
Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our diet, . 

Whiles you beguile thetime, and feed your Knowledge, 
With viewing of the town; there ſhall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purſe? 

Ant. Haply youreye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have defire to purchaſe; and your ſtore, 

I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb. I'll be your mas and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To th' Elephant. 

Seb. I do remember. 

SCENE, Olivia's Huf. | 
| Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Oli. I have ſent after him; ſay he will come, 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him? 

For youth is bought, more oft, than begg'd or bor- 
[ row'd. 


EE 


[Exeunt. 


Where is Malvolio ? he is ſad and civil, 
And ſuits well, for a ſervant, with my fortune. 
Where is Malvolio? | 
Mar. He is coming, Madam : 
But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt, 
Madam. 
Oli. Why, what's the matter; does he rave? 
Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing elſe but ſmile: 
Your ladyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard 
About you, it he come, for ſure the may 
Is tainted in his wits, 
Oli. Go call him hither. 
Enter Malvolio. 
I'm as mad as he, 
If ſad and merry madneſs equal be.— 
How now, Malvolio? 
Mal. Sweet lady, ha, ha! [| Smiles fantaflically. 
Oli. Smil'ſt thou? Iſent for thee upon a ſad occaſion. 
Mal. Sad, lady? I could be ſad; this does make 
fome abſtruction i in the blood, this croſs-gartering ;, 
but what of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is 
with me as the very true ſonnet is: © Pleaſe one, 
and pleaſe all.” 
Oli. Why, how doſt thou, man? what is the mat- 
ter with thee? 
Mal. Not black in my ming, tho' yellow in my 
legs; it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall 
be executed. I think, we do know that ſweet Ro- 
man hand. : 
Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 
3 To bed? ay, ſweetheart; and I'll come to 
thee. 
Oli. Heav'n comfort thee! why doſt thou ſmile 
ſo, and kiſs thy hand fo oft? 
Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 
Mal. At your requeſt? 


Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 

neſs, before my lady ? 
Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs; twas well writ. 
Oli. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio ? 
Mal. Some are born great 
Oli. Ha? 


TWELFTH NI1GH T. 


Only myſelf ſtood out, * 
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Oli, What fay'f thou? 
Mal. And ſome bave greatneſs thro " the 


Oli. Heay'n reſtore thee! 
Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow mer 


in — 


Oli. Thy yellow ſtockings ? | 

Mal. And wiſh'd to ſee thee croſs-garter PIES: 
Oli. Croſs-garter'd ? 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defireſt to be fon 


-- Oh. Am 1 made? 


Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant fill. 
Oli. Ir, this is ler Mid atnefe! 
Enter Servant, ; 
Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke 
{ Orfino is return'd; I eould hardly intreat him back ; 
he attends your ladyſhip* $ pleaſure. 
Oli. I'll come to him. - Good Maria, let this fel- 
low be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby? let ſome 
of my people have a ſpecial tare of him; I would 
not have him miſcarry, for the halfof mydow'ry.[ Ex, 
S EN. 
Mal. Oh, hol do you come neat me, now? no 
worſe man than Sir Toby to look to me! this con- 
curs directly with the letter. “ Caft thy humble 
ſlough,” fays ſhe; “ be oppoſite with a kinſman, 
ſurly with ſervants, let thy tongue tang with argu- 
ments of ſtate, put thyſelf into the trick of fingu- 
larityz” and conſequently, ſets down the manner 
how; as a fad face, a reverend carriage, a flow tori- 
gue, in the habit of ſome Sir of note, and fo forth. 
I have lim'd her, but it is Jove's doing, and Jove 
make me thankful; and when ſhe went away now, *let 
this fellow be look'd to: fellow! not Malvolio, 
nor after my degree, but fellow. Why, every thing 


| adheres together. Well! Jove, not I, is we doer 


of this, and he is to be thanked. 

SCENE. Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 
Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanity? 
if all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Le- 
gion himſelf poſſeſt him, yet II! ſpeak to him. 
Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, 
Sir? how is't with you, man? 

Mal. Go off, I difcard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy: go off, 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within 
him ! did not I tell you?—Sir Toby, my lady prays 
you to have a care of him. 


} Mal. Ah, ha, does ſhe ſo ? 


Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muſt deal 
gently with him; 5 let him alone. How do you, 
Malvolio ? how is't with you? what, man, defy the 
devil; conſider, he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay ? 

Mar, La, you! if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray Heav'n, he be not be- 
witch'd, 

Fab. Carry his water to th' wiſe woman, 

Mar. Marry, and it ſhall be done, to-morrow 
morning, if I live. My lady would not loſe him, for 
more than I'll ſay, 

Mal. How now, miſtreſs ? 

Mar. O, Lord! 

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace; that is not the 
way: do you not ſee, you move him? let me alone 
with him. 

Fab. No way but gentleneſs, gently, gently; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how doſt 
thou, chuck? 

Mal. Sir? 

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me, What, man! 


Mal. Some atchieve greatneſ;<oommens 


'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan. 
Hang him, foul collier. | 


. 


7 
* 
11 
| 


c 


wind why Ido call thee ſo, for I will ſhew thee no 


my fight ſhe uſes thee kindly; but thou lye 
throat, that is not the matter I challenge thee for.” 


If it be thy chance to kill me 


mine, but my hope is better, and ſo look to thyſelf. 


and by depart. 


as ever thou ſeeſt him, draw; and, as thou draw ſt, 


hideous opinion of his rage, ſkill, fury, and impe- 
This will fo fright them both, that they 
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Mar. Get him to ay his prayers, good Sir Toby; 
get him to pray. | a 
al. My prayers, minx! 
1 ; Mar: No, I warrant you, he will not bear of od- 
inels 


things, I am not of your element; you Galk know | 
more, hereafter. 

Dir Te. Is' t poſſible? 

Fab. If this were play'd upon a tage now, 1 ſhould 
condemr it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His. very genius hath taken the infection 
of the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the device take 
air, and taint, 

Fab. Why, we ſhall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The houſe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we: 1 have him | in a dark. room, 
and bound, My niece is already.in the belief that 
he's mad; but ſee, ſee, r Fo 

8 CEN E. Enter Sir Andrew. 
Fab. More matter for a May morning. . 

Sir Ard. Here's the challenge, read it; I warrant 
there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't ſo ſawcy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is bo I warrant him : do * read. 

Fir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads. 


ce Youth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcur- | 
* fellow | 


Fab. Gove and valiant. 
di To. © Wonder not, nor admire not in thy 


reaſon for tg. 


Ber. 
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Mal. Go hang yourſelves all: you are idle e 


| will kill one another by the loak, like cockatricey, 
| SCENE. Enter Olivia and Viola. 
Fas. Here he comes, with your niece; give them 
way, till he take leave, and preſently after him. 
Sir To, I will meditate the while upon ſome hor. 
rid meſſage for a challenge. Excunt. 
Oli. I've faid too much unts a heart of ſſone, 
And laid my honour too unchary out. 
There's ſomethinz in me that reproves my fault; 
But tuch a head- -trong, potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. [ bears, 
Vio. With the fame *haviour that your paſſion 
Goes on my maſter's grief. 
Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture; 


! Refuſe it not; it hath no tongue to vex you: 


And I beſeecn you, come 20 to-morrow. 
What ſhall you aſk of me that III deny, 
That, honour ſav'd, may upon aſking give? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, 
Oli. How with mine honour may I'give bim that, 
Which I have given toyou? 
Vo. 1 will acquit you. 
Oli, Well, come ue to-morrow ; fare thee well, 


SCENE. Eater Six Toby and Fabian, 


Sir To. Gentleman, heav'n fave thee. 

Fio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't; 
of what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, 
I know not; but thy intercopter, full of deſpite, 
dloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard 
end; diſmount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, 


Fab. A good note; that keeps you from the blow | for thy aſlailant is quick, ſkilful, and deadly. 


of the law. 
Sir To. © Thou com'ſt to the lady Olivia 1 in 


Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good tenſe-leſs. 
Sir. To. „ will way-lay thee going home, where 


Fab. Good. 
Sir To. “ Thou killeſt me like a rogue and a vil- 
Jain. 


Fab. Still you keep 9'th* windy fide of the law: 
00d, 

0 Sir Jo. Fare thee well, and Heav'n have mercy 

upon one of our ſouls; he may have mercy upon 


Thy friend as thou uſeſt him, and thy ſworn enemy, 
Andrew Ague-cheek.” If this letter move him not, 
his legs cannot: I'll give 't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't: he is 
now in ſome commerce with my lacy, and will by 


Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him, at 
the corner of the orchard, like a bum · baily; ſo ſoon 


ſwear horribly, for it comes to paſs oft, that a ter- 
rible oath, with a ſwaggering accent ſharply twang'd 
2 gives manhood more approbation, than ever 
f itſelf would have earn'd him. Away. | 
Si And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing, [ Exit. 
Sir To, Now will not I deliver his letter; for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him aut to 
be of good capacity and breeding; therefore this let- 
ter, being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
ror in the youth; he will find that it comes from 
clod-pole. But, Sir, I will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth; fet upon Ague-ckeek a notable re- 
port of valour; and drive the gentleman into a moſt 


i} 


| 


| 


| 


Vie. You miſtake, Sir; I am ſure no man hath 
any quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free and 


in thy | clear from any image of offence done to any man. 


Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, J aſſure you; 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, berake 
you to your guard; for your oppoſite hath in him 
what youth, ſtiength, ſkill, and wrath, can furniſh 
a man withal, 

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is a knight, dubb'd with unhack'd 
rapier, and on carpet conſideration ; but he is a de- 
vil in private brawl; ſouls and bodies hath he di- 
vorc'd three; and bis incenſement, at this moment, 
is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaction can be none but 
by pangs of death and ſepulchre: hob, nob, is his 
word; give't or take't, 

Vio. I will return again into the houſe, and defire 
ſome conduct of the lady, I am no fighter. 

Sir To. Back you ſhall not to the houſe, unleſs 
you undertake that with me, which with as much 
lafety you might anſwer to him; therefore on, and 
ſtrip your ſword ſtark- naked; for meddle you muſt, 
that's certain, or forſwear fo wear iron about you. 
Vis. This is as uncivil, as ftrange. 1 beſcech you 
do me this courteous Mice. as to know of the knight 
what my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my 
negligence, nothing of my purpoſe. 

Sir To. I will do ſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by 
this gentleman till my return. [Exit Sir To. 
Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 
Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, 
even to a mortal arbitrement; but nothing of the 
cireumſtance more. 

Vio. | beſeech you, what manner of man is he? 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 
proof of his valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moſt 
{kilful, bloody, and fatal oppoſite, that you could 


ruofity, 


0 


poſſibly have found in any part of Illyria: will you 


[ Exit. . 


Alk te 
im, i 

Vio. 
hat h: 
| cate 


Sir 
ſeen ſe 
{cabba! 
{ch a 
the an 
the gr 
jencer 

Sir 

Sir 
fabia 

Sir 
yalian 
damn 
the n 
Capi! 

Sir 


ices, 


im, if I can. | 
Vio. I ſhall be much bound to you for't: Iam one, 


[care not who knows ſo much of my mettle. [Ex. 
© SCENE, the Orchard. 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not 
ken ſach a virago: I had a paſs with him, rapier, 
ſcabbard and all; and he gives me the ſtuck -in with 
{ch a mortal motion, that It is inevitable; and on 
the anſwer, he pays you as ſurely as your feet hit 
the ground they ſtep on. They ſay, he has been 
ſencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified, 
Fabian can ſcarce hold him, yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on't, if 1 thought he had been 
naliant, and ſo cunning in fence, l'd have ſeen him 
tamn'd, ere I'd have challeng'd him, Let him let 
the matter flip, and 1'll give him my horſe, grey 
Capiiet. 

Sir To. I'll make the motion; ſtand here, make a 
pod ſhew on't—This ſhall end, without the perdi- 
tion of ſouls; marry, I'Il ride your horſe, as well as 
| ride you. { Afede. 

Enter Fabian and Viola. | 
| have his horſe to take up the quarrel; I have per- 
ſuaded him the youth's a devil. [To Fab. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and 
pants and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with 
you, for's oath ſake; marry, he hath better be- 
thought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now 
ſcarce to be worth talking of; therefore draw, for 
the ſupportance of his vow ; he proteſts he will not 
hurt you, | 

Vio. Pray Heav'n defend me! a little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man, 

Fab. Give ground, if you ſee him furious, 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; 
the gentleman will, for his honour's ſake, have one 
bout with you; he cannot by the duello avoid it; 
but he has promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a 
ſoldier, he will not hurt you. Come 775 tot. 
al draw. 


| 


Sir And. Pray Heay'n he keep his le 
SCENE. Enter Antonio. 
Vio. I do aſſure you, tis againſt my will. 
Ant. Put up your ſword; if this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [ Drawing. 
Sir To. You, Sir! why, what are you? 
Ant. One, Sir, that forhis love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for 
you. 2 - -[ Draws. 
Enter Officers. | 
Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the offi- 
Sir To. I'll be with you, anon. Leers.“ 
Vio. Pray, Sir, put up your ſword, if you pleaſe. | 
Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I pro- 
mis'd you, I'll be as good as my word. He will bear 
you eaſily, and reins well. 
I 207 This is the man; do thy office. [ Orſi — 
Antonio, I arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke | 
2. You do miſtake me, Sir. 
I Off. No. 
Tho' now you have no ſea-cap on your head. 
Take him away; he knows, I know him well. 
Art. 1 muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you; 
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Ak towards him? I wi!! make your peace with Makes me to aſk you for my purſe, It trie ves ine 
Much more, for what I cannot do ſor you, 


Than what befals myſelf: you mn Nn 5 
hat had rather go with Sir Prieſt, than Sir Knight: | But be of comfort. 


„Sir, no jot; 1 know your favour well; | 
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2 Of. Come, Sir, come away. 
Ant. I muſt intreat of you fome of that money, 
Vio. What money, Sir? 
For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me bere, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability, 
I'll lend you ſomething :'my having is not much 3 
I'll make divifion of my preſent with you: 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 
Ant. Will you deny me, now? 
Is't poſſible that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perfuafion ? do not tempt my miſery, 
Left that it make me fo unſound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe Kindneſſes 
That I have done for you. 
Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you, by voice or any feature. 
Ant. Oh heavens ! 
2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you, go. 
Ant. Let me but ſpeak 
A little. Why, this youth that you ſee here, 
I ſnatcht one half out of the jaws of death, 
Reliev'd him with fugh ſanCtity of love; 
And to his image, which, methought, did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did 1 devotion. 
1 F. What's that to us? the time goes by ; away. 
Ant. But oh, how vile an idol proves this god ! 
Thou haft, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame, 
In nature there” s no blemiſh, bat the mind; 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil, 
Are empty trunks o'erflouriſh'd by the devil. 
1 Off. Sure!y the man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, Sir. 
Ant. Lead me on. [ Exit with OE, 
Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fabian. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know 
Yet living, in my glaſs; even ſuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother; and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament 
For him I imitate : oh! if it prove, 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt wavesfreſkin love. [ Exir, 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt, paltry boy, and more a 


| coward than a hare; z his diſhoneſty appears in leav- 


ing his friend here in neceflity, and denying him 
and for his cowardſhip, aſk Fabian, 
Fab. A coward, devout coward, religious i in it. 
Sir And. Od's lid, I'll after him again, and beat 
him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him ſoundly, but ne'er draw thy 
| ſ word. 
Sir And. If I do note— 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Sir To I dare lay money *twill be nothing yet. 
1 


A N71 . 
SCENE, rhe Seeker. 
: nter Sebaftian and Clown. 5 
c. Wr you make me believe that T a 


not ſent for you? 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow. 
Let me be clear of thee. 
Clo, Well beld out, i'Yaith: no, I do not know 
you, nor am I not ſent to you by my lady, to bis 


But there no remedy. I_ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceſſity 


you come ſpeak with ner; ner your name k net 
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maſter Ceſarlo, nor this is not my noſe, neither; 
nathing, that is ſo, is ſo. | 
Seb, I pr'ytbee, vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe; 


thou know'ft not me. 


Clo, Vent my folly! he has heard the word of 
ſome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! I pr'ythee now, ungird thy ſtrangeneſs, 
and tell me what I ſhall vent to my lady; ſhall I 
vent to her that thou art coming? 

Seb. I pr'ythee, fooliſh Greek, depart from me; 
there's money for thee. If you tarry longer, I ſhail 
give worſe payment. | 6 

Clo. Theſe wiſe men that give fools money, get 
8 a good report, after fourteen years pur - 

aſe. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's 
for you. +3544 4 [ Striking Seb. 

Seb, Why, there's for thee, and there, and there: 
are all the people mad? [ Beating Sir And. 

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er 
the houſe. | 

Clo. This will Itell my lady ſtraight: 1 would not 
be in ſome of your coats, for two-pence. 1 Clo. 

Sir To. Come on, Sir; hold. Holding Seb. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'I go another way 
to work with him; I'll have an action of battery 
againſt him, if there's any law in Illyria; tho' 1 
ruck him firſt, yet it's no matter for chat? 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young ſoldier, put up your iron; you arg well 
fleſh'd : come on, | 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What would'ft thou 
now? if thou dar'ſt tempt me farther, draw thy 
ſword. | 

Sir To. What, what ? nay then I muſt have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

AF [ They drav, and fight. 
SCENE. Enter Olivia. 

Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life, Icharge thee, hold. 

Sir To. Madam? | 

Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, - 


Where manners ne'er were preach'd: out of my 


Be not offended, dear Ceſario. | ad 
Rudeſby, be gone !—I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 
. | Exeunt Sir To. and Sir And. 

Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion, ſway, _ 
In this uncivil and unjuſt extent | 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 
This ruffian has botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe hut go. 
Do not deny; befhrew his ſoul for me! 6 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream ? 
Or I am mad, or elſe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep, | 
If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me ſleep. 

Oli. Nay, come, I pray: would thou'dſt be rul'd 


| by me! 
Seb. Madam, I will. , IExeunt. 


SCENE, Olivia's Houſe, 
Enter Maria and Clown. | 
Mar. Nay, Ipr'ythee, put on this gown,and this 
beard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas, the 
curate ! do it quickly, I'll call Sir Toby, the whilſt. 


TWELFTH NIGHT. 


; 


Enter Sir Toby and Maria. Ole 
Sir To. Jove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon. 
Clo, Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as, tbe old hermi 31 
of Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very wittil 
ſaid, to a niece of King Gorboduck, that that is, i; 
ſo I being Mr, Parſon, am Mr. Parſon; for what i x4, 
that, but that? and is, but is? ytl 
Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. Che 
Cie. What, hoa, I ſay, peace in this priſon! 
| In a counter feit woice 
Sir To. The knavecounterfeits well; a good knave 


Mal. [ Mitbin. ] Who calls there? 


Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to vin} Se! 


Malvolio, the lunatick. | his 
[ This and all that fellows from the Clown, in Md 
counter feit voice. et 


Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas; good Sir Topas, go t cou 
my lady. | 
Cl. Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexeſt thou thiſ or © 
man? Talkeſt thou nothing but of ladies? 


Sir To. Well ſaid, maſter Parſon, Yet « 
Mal. Sir Topas, never was a man thus wrong'd = 
at 


good Sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they hay 
laid me here in hideous darkneſs, And 


Clo. Say'ſt thou, that houſe is dark? To a 
Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. Or el 
Clo. Madman thou erreſt; I ſay there is no dark Nut b 


neſs, but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. | 

Mal. I ſay this houſe is as dark as ignorance 0ʃ 
though ignorance were as dark as hell; and I fa 
there was never man thus abus'd; I am no mor 
| mad than you are; make the trial of it in any con 
ſtant queſtion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, con 
cerning wild-fowl ? | ; | 

Mal. That the ſoul of our grandam might hap 
pily inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way ap 
prove his opinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well: remain thou ſtill in darkneſs 
thou ſhalt hold th* opinion of Pythagoras, ere I wil 
allow of thy wits, and fear to kill a woodcock 
leſt thou diſpoſſeſs the houſe of thy grandam. Fa 
the well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas! | 

Sir To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas. 

Clo, Nay, I am for all waters. | 

= [This in his own voice 
Mar. Thou might' have done this without th 
beard and gown! he ſees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou find'ſt him. [Exit with Mar 


Clo. Hey Robin, Jolly Robin, tell me bow my lad F. 
dees. | Singing] C/ 
MAI. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve wel ; & 
efir 


at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, an- 
aper; asl am a gentleman, Iwill live te be thank 
ful to thee for't. + nga 
Cle. Mr. Malvolio! | e D 
Ma. Ay, good fool. * * C. 


[Exit Mar. 


in it; and 1 would I were the firſt that ever diſſem- 
bled in ſuch a gown, The competitors enter. 


Cle. Well, I'll put it on, and I'll di#Temble dee 


Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ]. P 
Mal. Fool, there was never man fo notoriouſſ fe llo 
abus'd; Lam as well in my wits, fool, as thou art C. 
| Clo, But as well! then thou art mad, indeed, if Wort 
you be no better in your wits than a fool. 2 


Mal. Good fool, ſome ink, paper, and light; an 
convey what I ſet down to my lady; it ſhall advan D 
tage thee more than gver the bearing of letters did 


u not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit? 
Mal. Believe me, I am not: I tell thee true. 
Clo. Nay, I'llne'er believe a madman, till I fee his 
rains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and nk, 
Mal. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheſt degree: I 
'ythee, begone. 


ermi 
vittil 
18, is 
hat j 


0 Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, _ [Singing. 
5 I'll be ⁊vith yen agaſn. [Exit. | 
W. SCENE, a Street, 
Enter Sebaſtian. . 

o vid Seb. This is the air, that is the glorious ſun; 

his pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and ſee't. 
„ in Mad though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

et 'tis not madneſs, Where's Antonio, then? 
, go t could not find him at the Elephant: 


His counſel now might do me golden fervice; 
or tho* my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madaeſs; 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune, 

$0 far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 

That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 
To any other truſt, but that I'm mad; 

Or elſe the lady's mad. 

ut here ſhe comes. 


Enter Olivia and Prieſt. 


Oli. Blame not this haſte of mine; if you mean 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, {| well, 
Into the chantry by; there, before him, 

And underneath 'that conſecrated roof, 

Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith ; 

That my moſt jealous and too doubtfut ſoul 

May henceforth live at peace. He ſhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note; 

What time we will our celebration keep, 
According to my birth. What da you ſay? 

Seb. I'll follow this good man, and go with you; 
And hoving ſworn truth, ever will be true. | 
Gli. Then lead the way, good father; heav'ns ſo 


u thi 
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dark 
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cneſs 


I wil ſhine, 
cock That _y may fairly note this act of mine. [ E xeunt. 


Fare 


00000000 „* a. „* 


AT. V. 
SCENE, a cut Wed. 


Enter Clown and Fabian, 


FJ OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee this 
letter. ' 


Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another requeſt. 

Fab. Any thing. 

C/o. Do not defire to ſee this letter. 

Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recOmpence, 
g4cfire*my dog again. 


Enter Duke and Viola. 


Dufte Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 
C/o. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trappings. 
Duke. 1 know thee well; how doſt thou, my good 
fellow ? 
Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the| 
I worte for my friends. 
2 uſt the contrary; the better for thy friends. 
Clo. Na, Sir, the worſe. | 
Duke. How can that be? 


LF ab. 
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Cle. T will help you tet. But tell me true, are 


| 


that my defire of having, is the fin of covetouſneis; 


will awake it anon. 


17 
Clo, Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an aſs 
of me; now my foes tell me plainly, I am an afs; 


5 fo that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge 


of myſelf; and by my friends I am abuſed: ſo the 
concluſion to be aſked is, if your four negatives 
make your two affirmativesz why then the worſe 
for my friends, and the better for my foes, 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Cho. By my troth, Sir, no; tho? it pleaſe you to 
be one of my friends. | 

Duke. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me; there's 
gold. 

C/o. But that it would be double dealing, Sir, I 


| would you could make it another, 


Duke. you give me ill counſel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this 
once, and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner, to be a 
double-dealer : there's another. 

Clo, Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, Sir, 
is a good tripping meaſure, as the bells of St. Ben- 
net, Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me, 
at this throw; if you will let your lady know I am 


here to ſpeak with her, and bring her along with 


you, Sir, it may awake my bounty farther. 
Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I come . 
again. I go, Sir: but I would not have you to think, 


but, as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, l 
[ Exit Clo. | 


SCENE. Enter Antonio and Officers. 


Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 

Duke. That face of his I do remember well 
Yet when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd, 

As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoke of war 

A baubling veſſel was he captain of, 

For ſhallow drought and bulk unprizable, 

With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make, 
With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy, and the tongue of loſs, ter? 
Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the mat- 

1 Off. Orſino, this is that Antonio, 

That took the Phanix and her fraught from Candyz 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 

When your young nephew Tytus loſt his leg: 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vie. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide; 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 

[ knew not what twas, but di ſtraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate, thou ſalt- water thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and fo dear 
Haſt made thine enemies ? | 

Ant. Noble Sir, Orſino, ; 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate; (me; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Orfino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That moſt ungrateful boy there by your ſide, 
From the rude ſea s enrag'd and foamy mouth, 

Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was: 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 

My love, without retention or reftraint, 

All his in dedication, For his ſake 

Did I expoſe myſelf (pure, for his love) 

Into the danger of this adverſe town ; 

Drew to defend him, when he, was beſet ; 

Where being apprehended, bis falſe cunning. 
E F a & 7 
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18 
(Not meaning to pariake with me is denger) 
Jautht him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
2 grew a twenty years removed things | 

While one would wink; deny'a me mine own purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe 
Not half an hour before, 

Ve How can this be? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

Ant. To-day, my 10rd; and for three months be- 
No i interim, not 2 minute's vacancy; [tovre, 
Puth day and night did we keep company. 


SCENE. Enrter Olivia. 


Duke. Here comes the counteſs.— 

But for thee, fellow; thy words are madneſs: 

Three months this youth hath tended upon me 

But more of that anon. Jake him aſide. 

Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not 

Wherein Olivia may ſcem ſerviceable? — [have, 

Cefario, you don't keep promiſe with me. 
io. Madam)! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia! 

Oti. What dv you ſay, Cefario ? 

%% My lord would ſpeak, my duty buſhes me. 

Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and ſulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſic, 

Duke. Still ſo cruel? 

Oi. Still, lord, ſo conſtant. 

Duke. What, to petverſeneſs? you uncivil lady, 

To whoſe ingrate and inauſpicious altars, 

My ſoul the faithfull'ſt offerings has breath'd out, 

That e'er devotion tender'd. 

Why-'ſhould I not, had 1 the heart to do't, 

Like to th' Egyptian thief, at point of death, 

Kill what I] love? yet hear this: 

Live you the marbie-breaſted tyrant ſtill; 

But this your minion,, whom, I know, you love, 

And whom, by Heav'n I ſwear, | tender dearly, 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he fits crowned in his maſter's ſpite. 

Come, boy, with me; 

Il ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, 

To ſpite a raven's heart within a dove. 

Vis. And I moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, . 

To do you teſt, a thouſand deatiis would die. 

Oi. Where goes Celario? 
Vio. After him | love, 

More than | love theſe eyes, more than my ute, 

More, by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife. 

If I do feign, you witneſſes above, : 

Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 

Oli. Ah me, deteſted ! how am I beguil'd ? 

Vio. Who does beguile you, who does do you 
wrong ? 

Oli. Haſt thou forgot th ſelf ? Is it ſa long? 

Call forth che holy father. 
Duke. Come away. 
Oli, Whither, my lord? Cefario, huſbane, Ray. 
Duke. Huſband ? 

Oli. Ay, huſband. Can he that deny? 

Duke. Her huſband, fircah ? 

io. No, my lord, not I. 27 
0/i. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 

That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety. 

Fear not, Ceſario, tak: thy fortunes up: 

Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 

As great as that thou fear u. 


Enter Prieſt, 4 . | 
0 1 father! ey 
Father, I charge theg by thy reverence, 


Here to unfold what £ 


au dg Ino 
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.|Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony: 


| 


T. Viola. | 


| 


f hurt me 


Hath newly paſt between this zouth and me. 
Prieſt. A contract of eternal bond of love, 

Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 

Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 

Strengthened by interchangement of your rings; 

And ail the ceremony of this compact, 

[grave 

Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my 

| have travell'd but two hours, 

Due. O, thou diſſembling cub! what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy caſe? 
Farewel, and take her; but direct thy teet, 

Where thou and! henceforth may never meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do proteſt 
Oli. O, do not ſwear; 

Hold little faith, tho' thou haſt too much fear! 


SCENE, Ester Sir Andrew, with bis Head breke, 
Sir Ard. For the love of Heav'n, a ſurgeon! and 


Foy one preſently to Sir Toby, 


Oli. What's the matter? 

Sir And. H'as broke my head acroſs, and given 
Sir Toby a bloody toxcomb too: for the love of 
Heav'n, your help. I had rather than forty pounds 
I were at home. 

Oli. Who bas done this, Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. The duke's gentleman, one Ceſario; we 
took him for a coward, but he's the very Cevil in- 
carnate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Ceſario? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is. You broke 


| my head tor nothing and that that | did, I was ſet 


on to do't by Sir Toby. 
| Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you: 


| You drew your ſword upon me, without cauſe; 


But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Enter Sir Toby and Clown, 


Sir And. If a bloody coxomb be hurt, you have 
: I think, you ſet nothing by a biuody cox- 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby haſting, you ſhall hear 
more; but if he had not been in drink, he would 
have tickled you other gates than he dic, 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is't with you? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't——Sot, aidſt ſee Dick ſurgeon, ſot? 

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; 
his eyes were ſet, at eight i'th* morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paſt-meaſure 
Painim. I hate a drunken rogue. 
Oli. Away with him! who hath made this hayock 
with them? 

Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll 
be dreſt together. 

Sir To. Will you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull? 
| [ Exeunt Clo. Sir To. and Sir And. 
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'a to. 


SCENE. Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. Jam ſorry, Madam, I have hurt your un- 
But had it been the brother of my blood, |cle; 
1 muſt have done no leſs, with wit and fafety: 

[ Ai] ftand in amaze- 


vou throw a ſtrange regard en me, by hie 


do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but ſe late ago. 


perſons; 
A natral perſpective, that is, and is not! 
Seb. Antonio, O, my dear Antonio! 


How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 


Duke. One face, one voice, ane habit, and two 


„ — Xa au 


uncle rule over me, yet have | benefit of my ſen- 


zince I have loſt thee! 

Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 2 

Seb. Fear'ſt thou that, Antonio 

Ant. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf? 
kn apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian? 

Oli. Moſt wonderful! 

Feb. Do 1 ſtand there? I never had a brother: 
Nor can there be a deity in my nature, ( 
Of here and every Wheie. I had a filter, 

Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd. 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [To Viola. 
What countryman? what name? what parentage ? 

Vio. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my father; 
duch a Sebaſtian was my brother too: 
do went he ſuited to his watery tomb. 

If ſpirics can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. Were you woman, as the reſt goes even, 
] ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And ſay, Thrice we, come, drown'd Viola! 
Vie. If nothing lets to moke us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire, 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance, 
Of place, time; fortune, do cohere and jump, 
That J am Viola. - | They embrace. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook. | 

[To Olivia, 

Duke. Be not amaz'd: right noble is his b.ood: 

If this be fo, as yet the glals ſceins true, 


a 
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s you pleaſe: I leave my duty a little unthought 


of, and ſpeak out of my injury. 


The madly us'd Ma! volio.“ 
Oli. Did he write this? 0 
Clo. Ay, Madam. N ' RP, 
O.. See him detiver'd, Fabian, bring bim hither, 


My lord, ſo pleaſe jou. theie things farther thought on, 
To think me as well a filter as a wite; © 


Ine day ſhall crown the alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you, 


Here at my houſe. 


Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt embrace your offer, 


—Your maſter quits you; and ivr your ſervice done 


him, [Jo Viola, 


Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your maſter's miſtreſs, aud his filter ſhe. 


SCENE. Enter Malvolio. 


Duke. Is this the madman ? 
Oli. Ay, my lord, this ſame-—how now, Malyo» 
Mal. Y ou have done me wrong, [lio? 


Notorious wrong. 


Oi. Have I, Malvolio? no. 
Mal. Lady, you have; pray you peruſe that letter. 


You muſt not now deny it is your hand, 


Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe ; 


Or ſay, *tis not your ſeal, nor your invention. 


Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writings 
Thy*, I confeſs, much like the character: 
But, out of queſtian, 'tis Maria's hand, 

And now I do bethink me, it was the 


] ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck. Fieſt told me thou waſt mad; pr'ythee, be content; 


Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me, a thouland times, 
To Viola. 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 
Viz. And all thoſe ſyings will J over-ſwear. 
And ail thoſe ſwearings keep as true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fie 
That ſevers day from night. 
Duke. Give me thy hand, 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds, ©». 
Vis. The captain, that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my ma'd's garments: he, upon ſome action, 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's ſuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas! now ] remember me, 
They ſay, poor gentleman, he's much diſtract. 


SCENE. Enter the Clown, voitb a Letter, and 
Fabian. 


How does he, firrah ? 
Cloe. Truly, Madam, he holds Beclz-bub at the 
ſtave's end, as well as a man in his caſe may do: 
h'as here writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given it 
you to-day morning: But as a madman's epiſties 
are no goſpels, ſo it ſkill> not much when they are 

deliver'd. 
Oli. Open't, and read it. 
Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the foo! 
delivers the madman. —* By the Lord, Madam''— 
5 [ Reads, 


O.i. How now, art mad? 

Clo. No, Madam, I dv but read madneſs. 

Oli. Read it you, firrah, [Ta Fabian, 

Fab. [ Reads. ] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong 
me, and the world ſhall know it: though you have 
put me into darkneſs, and given your drunken 


ſes, as well as your ladyſhip. I have your own 
letter, that induced me to the ſemblance I put 


* 


This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee; 
But when we know the grounds and authors of ity 


| Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiif and the judge 
Of thine own cauſe. 


Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak ; 

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl ro come, 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour; 
Moſt freely I confeſs, myſelf and Toby 

Set this device againſt Malvolio. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance; 
In recompence whereof, he hath married her, 


How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 


May rather pluck on laughter than revenge. 

Oli. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled thee ! 

Clo. Why, ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 

neſs, and ſome bave greatneſs thruſt upon them. | was 

one, Sir, in this interlude; one Sir Topas, Sir; but 

that's all one: by the Lord, feel, I am not mad; but 

do you remember, Madam, by laugh yen at ſuch a 

barren raſcal? an you ſmile not, be's gagg d: and thus 

the whirlgig of time brings in his revenges, 

Mal. Il be reveng'd on the whole pack of you, 
[ Exit. 

Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 

Duke. Purſue him, and intreat him to a peace ; 

He hath not told us of the captain yet; 

When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A ſolemn combination ſhail be made 

Of our dear ſouls. In the mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 

We will not part from hence.—Cefario, come 

For ſo you ſhall be while you are a man; 

But when in other habits you are ſeen, 

Orfino's miſtreſs, and his fancy's queen, [Excunt. 


Clown fings. 
| 


When that I was a little tiny boy, 
With bey, bo, the wind and the rain: 
A fooliſh thing wvas but a toy, 


on; with the which 1 doubt not but to do myſelf} 
much right, or you much ſhame: think of me; 


For the rain it raineth every day. 
C 2 
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II. 
But when I came to man's eftate, 
| With bey, bo, &c. 
*Gainſt knaves and thieves men ſbut their gate, 
For the rain, &c. ; 
| III. 


But when I came, alas! te wive, 

' With bey, bo, &e. 

By fewapgering could I never thrive, 
Far the rain, &c. 


| 


H NIGHT. 


IV. 
But when I come unto my bed, 
With hey, bo, &c. | 
Wits toſi pots I bad drunken bead, 
For the rain, &c. x: 


A great wobile ago the world bagun, 
With bey, ** : a 
But that's all one, our play is done, 


Ard we'll ftrive to pleaſe yau every day. [E 


